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WEIGHING 
ROOM. 


A POPULAR WIN. 


“ Poor dear Papa is, at the present moment, the idol of the hour. The sensational and altogether unexpected victory of “The Skunk” in the Hunt Cup at Ascot is the 
one topic of conversation everywhere. The animal had been such a hopeless ‘stumer’ ever since Dad started training it, that although he made no secret of his 
confidence, few people took his advice to “put their wndershirts on it.” All the same the win was a most popular one, and I am told Alexrandry rode a masterly race. 
The ovation that greeted the fortunate owner as he led his horse proudly back to the paddock is indescribable. The Derby Day enthusiasm was a fool to it.""—ToorsiE. 


TAKEN TOO LITERALLY. THE MONTSORREL MURDER. 


AT the assizes at Leicester, in March, 1832,a woman called 
Sarah Smith, a woman of very forbidding appearance, Was 
tried for murder uncer extraordinary circumstances, 

Smith lived with her husband, and she invited Elizabeth 
Wood, the victim, to leave her employment and come and 
stay with her. Shortly after the girl came her hostess pur- 
chased an ounce of laudanum, representing that her guest 
was suffering from cholera, Next day she caiied in a young 
doctor, who prescribed a powder, 

The next, she was rather better, but a day or two after- 
wards Mrs, Smith bought more lvudanum and one penny- 
worth of arsenic, which she said she wanted to destroy 
mice, When the doctor came she showedt him the paper of 
arsenic and requested him to mix some for her, as she did 
not like to meddle with it. He accordingly took a small 
pinch and mixed it up for her with some crumbs, During 
the afternoon Sarah Smith sent her friend up a little broth, 
after which the girl had agonising pains, and died in the night. 

Many of those who heard the trial thus far were at a total 
loss to tind any motive for the crime. It appeared also 


(1) Mra. Brown. Ah! 1 ‘ave my trials, 1 can assure you, (2) (About this period, the New District Visitor was seen to that she had purchased the poiron openly. and had com- 
maum, | Brown is a terrible man to live with. issue very fenicienl from the portals of the Browns’ villa. municated the fact of the giri's illness to her relations, and 
The New District Visitor, Live with! But—er—excuso me, In her haste she unfortunately left a goodly portion of her hair asked # sister to come and stay with and help to nurse her. 
ma'am, I—er—thought you were—er—murried to Mr. Brown ! behind her!) And now an extraurdinary thing occurred ; the prisoner 


i 
4 


t 
{ 


| 


194 


read a document she had most carefully preyaved in her defence. Tn 
this she said that her husband's brother was courting the deceased, 
but after he had got what money he could from her to buy some furni- 
ture with he refused to marry her, That us soon as her husband 
heard that an inquest was likely to be held on the deceased he 
said, “Pam afraid they will find arsenic in her, Don't you 
remember me mixing « powder on Thursday night?” She then 
asked him the reason he gave it to the girl, and he said, * Don't 
you remember my brother bringing home six stone of flour one 
night?” She said * Yes,” and he then told her that his brother 
had stolen the tour, and the deceased knew it, and that she had 
told him that if he did not marry her she knew what would 
transport him, When her husband's brother heard that he had 
told his wife all this the brother said he was a fool for trusting her 
This statement was so plausibly made, it evidently im oressed the 
judge, but she was found “Guilty,” and condemned to eath, 
Next day she made a full confession of her guilt. She stated 
that on the night deceased died she gave her 2 teaspoonful of 
arsenic in w cup of water, and that the dvecased died in one hour 
and forty minutes, She then stated that her reason for doing so 
was because she knew that the deceased was aware that the flour 
was stolen, and that had she chosen she could have transported 
the whole lot of them, She then determined to get the girl to 
leave her place and live at their house for the purpose of putting 
her out of the way. After the condemnation the murderess e 
so weak it was feared that she would not live till the morning of 
execution ; indeed, when Calcraft, the hangman, was int 
to her he found her quite unable to stand upright to be pinioned. 
She seemed almost unconscious when she was supported to the 
scaffold, before which more than 25,000 people were assembled, 
and she had to be support by warders while the noose was 
adjusted. Being a small, light-made woman her weight did not 
seem en to cause the rope either to strangle her or dislocate 
ner neck, for she plunged, struggled, and vibrated a long while. 
The scene is described by those who witnessed it as one of a very 
appalling character, and the hangman was loudly hooted, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLEss Boy. 
CHAPTER I.—( Continued). 

WE are still lying in the pitchy darkness of the Black Hole. 

Overhead the tortures are being prepared. The Boss of the 
Burlesque Co. may be heard saying, “Get the irons hot” and “We 
shall want a rustier bit of hoop than that to do the shaving.” 

Suddenly a thought strikes us, Why not en The questions 
are “How!” and “Where to?” But that_ matters little. Death 
were preferable to the fate in store for us. We are desperate. 

Billiam discovers in his trousers pocket the end of a candle anda 
Yncifer match. The former he had hidden to eat in case of famine. 
The latter he intended to utilise 18 9 toothpick. 

We light the candle and gaze around, ere is a porthole closed 
by arusty bolt. We can open it. Outside are chains to which we 
can cling and conceal ourselves under the shadow of a . 

We do so, and next moment the door of the Black Hole is 
opened. We hear a yell of horror, 

“They have flung themselves into the ocean,” 

“ Perhaps we may yet rescue them.” 

“No, the sea is thick with sharks.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


¢,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope jaye enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


nite sufficient, we should fancy, For your purpose, &. H, E. 
rhet was ran ago, INSENTA: 41 the lot gel cold aes be. Yea, 
qwe gare a notice, HOWARD. Rather later, FAN, we think, It ts 
ALLY’'s failing, PUNTER, That he's alirays short of chink. 


— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQueE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepte ), whe shall ag to meet 
with his or her death ina Ttailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tasue “ ALLY SLOPEB'S HALF- 
Howiwar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” i# published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wedneaday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insura\ve lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
followin, Wednesday morning. 
—_—_ 


IN LONDON TOWN. 


ML 


“If you please, cir, will you help yonrselt to the cruet, as my ‘ands 
H . 


x en full, 


ALLY 


SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 634.—The “ Champion Cycling ” Cosi ume. 


HADN'T HEARD. 


“ But Mr. Twitters and Miss Flitters don’t seem nearly co friendly 


as thev used to be.” “Of 


course not, my dear! Didn't you knuw 


she'd found out he has a cork leg?” 


IRISH ON 


THE FACE OF IT. 


Reeruiting Sergeant (making out enlistment form). What's your 


name? 


The Enlister. Padrig O'Flaherty. 


< Y/ 
Sy CT; oe 


UNGALLANT. 


Connie. Mamma says I’m too young to think about marrying. 


Geoffrey (in surprise), Dear me! 


thot, 


Beat 


would never have thought 


(Saturday, June 20, 18°6, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Overheard in Saloon Bar, 10.30 a.m. 
Lushington. Hallo, Cynicus! you look surprised to ere 
go carly. " am only drinking ginger-beer. eee ‘me here 
Cynicus (drily). That's why Tam surprised, 
ss 


s 
Tom. 1 hear Jack's wife still makes an awful fuss whenever 
he goes away even for a day or two. She says she cannot bear 
aruing. 
: Jim Ab! that’s hereditary in her family; that was her lj 
man’s chief failing, too. *,° 


Jones. How did you manage to get old Stingeyman’s name on 
this subscription liet? 
Smith, 1 gave him ten per cent, discount, money down, and 
promised him he wouidu't have to pay tor w month. 
ss 


s 
Young Sharpshins. What do the doctors consider wholesome 
food, aa. ppehine. Anything that is flavourlese, 4 
Shar, ns. Av ng 3 flavourless, dry, and unin. 
viting, my ce. It is like an ugly girl, people can’t call’ her piety 
su they say, “Oh! she’s 80 good or so amiable, or £0 clever,” in 
fact she's wholesome. es 


“© rane Ben Jonson! "—thus of old, 
They sang in soulful strain, 

Who loved the priceless pearls that rolled 
From rare Ben Jonson's brain. 


“Q rare Ben Jonson ! "—still the song 
Is heard at daybreak pale, 
From weary comps. who wildly long 
For rare “ Ben Jonson’s” ale !! 
to 


s 

Muggins. 1 am surprised to hear, Miss Softus, that you have 

oe arc Koftus. Indeed! Mr. Muggins. Why so? 
iss Softus. r. ns. y 80 

M gina. Because 1 am informed that it is a senseless exhibition, 
and pardon = fy dom 80, you merely play the fool. # 

Mise L. Softus. But how else could I mimic you, Mr. Muggins? 

ss 


s 
Mrs. Ecertrip. Do you know, Mr. Porker, I can’t help laughin: 
every time I think about that funny Pig mete you tuld me tiv 
other day. Whenever I see a pig now shall always be reminded 


of you. 
, [And she couldn't understand what made him so huffy. 
ss 


s 
Faditor. Oh! 1 can't stand these silly jingo peeudo-patriotic 
ballads at any price. They fairly make me sick, They're : a drug 
on the market, my friend. : 
Ballad Monger. Well, sir, I don’t ask a high price for it, and 
even emetics have some value, a 


s 
Cecil. Well, no. I can hardly truthfully call Miss Grigley's a 
beautiful of course ; but it’s the sort of one that grows on you 
after a time, don’t you know. 
Amy. Is it, indeed? Ido hope then it will bea long while beforei: 
commences to sprout on me. 


——$ = 


WHICH SPRING P 


“ A nice spring chicking, madam? certingly ! Ere y'are, m.irn,~ 
: ” 


as fine a bird as ever [ clapped heyes on 
pole ggecmeens 


A REALIST. 


THERE was once an author, a poor literary man, who wanted to 
be a Realist, spelled with a capital R. He wanted to be a biz Zola, 
a giant Zola—in fact, n Gorgon Zola. He said he would paint 
things as they actually were in real life. He did not wint to 
imagine things any more. He simply wished to transcribe Nature, 
or what passes for Nature in this world of ours, He wants 
reality, absolute fact ; that was what he would put down on payer. 

He started off well. He wanted to describe a kiss in a story he 
was writing, and he wanted the real sensation. His mother hada 
rather pretty housemaid, and he asked that domestic necessiry | 
she would oblige by giving him a lesson. Sarah had learned the 
art from a soldier, so she said “ Yes” quick, and she kissed that 
budding realist. He succeeded in writing a most graphic descrip 
tion ; where words failed him he filled up with dashes and notes 
of exclamation, and at the finish there was a note of interrogatio". 
This was how he got off with the kiss mragraph : 

“Then their lips met in one long, lingering x x x X ——~ ~~ 
—! His whole soul seemed to throb forth from him in # 
passionate (—) (!)!!! He could not break away from tho- 
=. He wanted to shriek, to call for help, but all he could say wi 
00000000! It was delirium, It was ecstasy. It 
xxxx!!——!!! He felt all his senses leaving him. [lis 
mind became a perfect ( ). His = clave to her ©. His 
brain gave way, and had he been asked to spell Nebuchadnez7". 
ke would have said something like Behniddzzzcdefgabe. He w+ 
bewildered ; his wits left him, and he could scarcely try to think. 
All he knew was that in front of him stood an angel, and that 
angel was going x x x x !11 It was a case 0 
‘te don’t know where ‘e are,’ and, as he seemed about to svi 
there was a final coruscation, a finishing aurora borealis, and then 
—— XT ui rae 

__Now, that is all very well in its way, and is very good, realistic 
literature. Anyhow, it was all he cou d mannge to write alter 
wards, for, just when the kiss was in its best progress, his mother 
came intu the room suddenly, and gave the girl a month's nut!’ 
and put her boxes in the street. A 

His mother has cut him off with a shilling. He is conacions that 
there isa blank in his life. And the housemaid is suing him for 
breach of promise, and is going to call his mother as a witnes* 

When he gets into the witness-box, he will forsake realism and 
give his imagination a chance. 


— 


xxx!!! —!—-!—— 


Saturday, June 20, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE ON “A NIGHT OUT.” 


—— 


FrancE is a dreadfully wicked place. There husbands deceive 
their wives, and sometimes even, which, of course, is much worse, 
wives deceive their husbands, 

Nothing of that kind occurs in England. We have no gallivanters 
and philanderers, and such an establishment as the J/étel du Libre 
Lchenge is absolutely unknown in London. 

Onhappily, so familiar have the inhabitants of the unfortunate 


Vietorine ? 
PaTTIE BRowxE, 


Marime: 
AUBREY FiTzGERALD, 


town called Paris become, with reprehensible irregularities, that 
they actually make farces out of them, and by their aid, induce 
people to emile—nay, even to hold their sides and guffaw at what 
the Right-Minded cannot but regard with reprobation. 

It is, therefore, to some extent, a consolation, to reflect that over 
a year has ela since the flagrant impropriety of a Nouveauté's 
piece of impudence has reached our virtuous Vaudeville, which, as 
you may be aware, is situate in the immediate vicinity of Romano's 
restaurant ; and, indeed, for some length of time, it was rumoured 
that no English-speaking dramatist could be obtained of sufficient 
hardihood to tackle the task of British matronizing the work of the 
French fellows for the English stage. The work, however, 
been done, and only the other night my Aunt Hannah, from 
Somersetshire, took her mother there, and they were discovered in 
the circle screaming with laughter. 

The other day 1 was reading how a good young man was hard at 
work Bowdlerizing “Tom Jones.” What manner of book will that 
be, and for whom published? Presently someone will take Sheridan 
in hand and cut out the screen scene. And why not? Who can 
defend its morality? If a Frenchman had written it, “ How very 
French!” you would all have cried in chorus, 

1 expect to find you all lenghing et A Night Out, in spite of what 
Ihave said. In fact, what good is there in being a serious-minded 


| 


Marerite: Joseph Pinglet : 
FANNY WARD, GEORGE GIDDENS, 


critic, bent on seeing after his or her reader's morals? What good? 
Why, no good at all. So there is an end of that. 

The merry farce at the Vaudeville is splendidly acted. I can 
think of no’ one who could equal Mr. George Giddens, and how 
capital are Mr, Sugden, Mr. Fitzgerald and Mr. Wyes, Very charm- 
ing, too, is Miss Fannie Ward as the wife who nearly goes wrong, 
and awfully funny is Mrs. Phelps as the cin Ree r wife, whilst 
Miss Pattie Browne does good work also. All, ,act extremely 
well, and the wickedest ones make you laugh at their wicked ways, 
however good you may be yourself. 


—— 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 17. 


Rens Fo 
————————— 
WARWICK WHORTLEBERRY SLOPER. 

Bory, 1414. Diep FroM A DaMP UNDERSHIRT, 1456. 
From the painting by Arthur Hacker, A.R.A. at the Imverial 

Jastitute, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. are sim 


Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S Plhh 


PRICE 934 PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box, 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ero. 


Baxter House, Fenwick, 
June 2nd, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—T can personally testify to the 
talue of Sloper’s Pills, as J and my family hace 
taken them Jur some time, 
Yours faithfully, 
ANNIE LATIAM., 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
914. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoo Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 

safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre. oe 

T gularities and obstructions, 2 remedy which IES 
Oo under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


6 


the most difficult and LAD 
NEVER FAILS TO-AETORD LADIES 
*AILS AFF 
RELIEF LADIES 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
as Mrs, Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : 
“By adopting your treitment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, aie apie 
although for over three months I had been 
Sil taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 
Half the quantity you eent proved effective, LADIES 
to my iutense joy and surprise.” 
A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, LADIES 


SdG0d0dCdOcCGCOSeSS 


as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 43. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. LADIES 
Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 

Mrs, A. 8, ALLEN, 

145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


wes effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, £09 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 
Dr. DAVIs's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


A SEASIDE SIREN. 


Yrs, there was no doubt about it, Jack Ledgerby was very badly 
smitten the very first moment he clapped eyes upon her. He 
always was rather an amorous sort of Johnnie, and generally 
reckoned upon a little bit of mild flirtation whew he took his annual 
fortnight by the sea; but this year he had not antici very 


-much fun. Business arrangements, not unconnected with a meanly 


selfish desire on the part of his seniors in the office to get all the 
best dates for themselves, had compelled him to take his holiday 
rather earlier than usual, and the season at Cockleton-on-Sea 
seldom makes much of « start before July. What was his delight, 
then, upon the very evening of his arrival, to encounter the very 
smartest, sweetest, loveliest damsel that ever charmed the heart of 
man. Jack could have fallen down at her feet and worshipped her 
straight away, he was so fairly “fetched.” He felt he must know 
her, and Fate, for once, proved kind. The band was playing ; the 
lady sat down to listen; Jack did so, too. She drop her pro- 
gramme; Jack picked it up; a gracious smile of thanks, a few 
words about the weather—yvu know how these seaside introductions 
are etfected—and they were soon chatting away as pleasantly as if 
they'd known each other for months, She was so sweet, 80 
charming, that when Jack said “Good night” some hours later, he 
net = he could do to prevent himself pouring out his love there 
and then. 

The following morning he was on the pier soon after breakfast 
looking his very sprucest, but he had to wait some time for his 
divinity. At last he caught sight of her, accompanied by a grey- 
haired old gentleman, on whose arm she leant affectionately. And 
here another pleasant surprise was in store for Jack. His charmer 
approached, he raised his hat, she bowed affably, and, comin 
forward, introduced the fortunate fellow to her father, and the ol 
boy proved as charming as his daughter. He chatted, and joked, 
and smoked two of Jack's best cigars, and finally invited him home 
to lunch, There they met mamma, a most oe old lady, who 
was so happy to see Jack that no wonder the lucky beggar began 
to think himself in clover. Picture his delight, his astonishment, 


his rapture, when, after most dainty meal, his host said, affubly : 

“Look here, my dear boy, I—well, excuse my bluntnesa, but my 
wife and I have taken a great fancy to you. don’t know where 
vou're stopping, but I'm pretty sure you can’t be very comfortable, 
because there are no decent hotels in the Place, and the apartments 
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ply wretched, What do you say now to staying with us fo 

the rest of your visit, we'll make vou heartily seclogune t Thee 
won't take any refusal—no, not rd. No trouble, [assure you; 
delighted to have you, Winnie here and persuade Mr.—Mr. 
—er— thanks—Mr. Ledgerby, love.” And—well. of course, whe 
Winnie said, oh, so prettily Uthat “she did hope he would step 
and cheer them up w bit,” Jack yicided, and went olf to feteh his 
traps at once, 

And a most delightful time he spent. The house was charming, 
the ménage perfect, and Winnie was as fascinating as ever, She 
never allowed Jack to yet too spooney, though, Before he went, 
though, the “fairly gone” chappie had determined to ask her to 

wait for him until,” ete., ete, 

Sad, indeed, was his heart as he made his way to his bedroom for 
the last time to pack up. Hallo! what was this! A note for him 
on the dressing table, Was it—could it be from Winnie?) With 
trembling tingers he tore open the euvelope and glanced at the 
enclosure, 

It was as follows :— 

WeEstos’s Private BOARDING Housr ror PAYING GUESTS, 
Lox dd. 
To two weeks’ board and residence at (5 5e,0d2. 101000 
m Extrasand sundries... we slow 


alio0 0 


And then Jack tumbled to the game. 
——_++—_—_ 


A MODERN KID. 


An up-to-date babe of Chis-wick, 

Possessed a baboon on a stick ; 
Rut it gave him no pleasure 
Until he found leisure 

To work it by force electrick, 


—~+> 


A DISGUSTED EXHIBITOR 
“No, sir,” said the old Chelmsford farmer, in answer to a query 
dressed to him, as he ignited a match upon his corduroys and 
proceeded to light the ashes in his pipe, “the Agricultural Show 
ain't born as I'd go acrost the road to see. Ye see, as the sayin’ 
I've had some!" 


“ Did 1 ever go in for exhibition? Aye, didn't I just! It was 
when they the show over at Swillminster, just the other side 
o’ Saffron Walden. 1 owned a couple o' shorthorn cows at that 


Essex, an’ eo, sure enough, I enters ‘em. I wasn't able to go over 
to the show on the day o' the judgin’, but I druv’ over the very da 

after. Youcan imagine my surprise an’ disgust on goin’ throug 

the cow section to find as neither o’ my beautiful beasts ‘ad even 
got a ‘onourable mention! An’ you should ha’ seen the brutes as 
‘ad copped the fust an’ second prizes an’ the pink an’ blue rosettes— 
mean, ‘arf-starved things they was, an’ no two of ‘em yieldin’ as 
much milk as either exe o' my cows. | did cop the needle, L can 
tell yer! 1 goes round an’ round till I discovers the judges an’ 
the prize committee, an’ I says, ‘ Of all the turnip.’eaded, swindlin’ 
ignoramuses that ever set up as judges o° cattle, I think you lot 
takes the bun! There ain't a couple o' cows in the whole show,’ I 
says, ‘that'll bear comparison wi' mine, an’ yet they've been passed 
over with no more notice than if they'd been twenty miles away !' 
‘Mister Bladesawheet,’ says the spokesman o’ the party, ‘ we ‘aven’t 
said as we don't admire your cows; we think they're pictures of 
health an’ beauty, but they ain't adapted to this part o’ the 
country. They're so fat,’ says he, ‘that they couldn't do the half- 
mile under thirteen minutes.’ ‘Good ‘eavens!' says I, ‘whatever 


do yer mean?’ ‘Simply this,’ says he, ‘that the cheap trains every 
day durin’ the summer months brings so many Whitechapel 
roughs down into our parts, that they'd catch and milk sich cows 
ns yours inside of five minutes. What we consider the salient 
feature in a cow is its pace an’ ability to get away. All our prizes 


are given for speed ! 
—————Es 


WOMAN'S LOGIC. 


“1 really can’t get over th:t stile. why a man might see me—only 
the worst of it is there are no men about!” 
— 


A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING. 
“T hear that Gilmer has taken a wife.” 
“Indeed?” 
“Fact 1” 
“Whose?” 


196 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. dune 20, 139, 
“RANK" INSOLENCE. FACT, WE ASSURE YOU. POOR, DEAR GIRL! HE WON'T HAVANNA MORE. 


1 o{ tPF) 
ow 


Having to remove some old int from the 
walls of the Mildeweries, a_ brilliant idea “ DEAREST OF LILLIES,—Bertie wants me to do 


struck one of the workmen. He simply asked the Big Wheel with him, but I positively daren’t. 
SLOPER to breathe on it. The effect was if the thing got stuck, and I were out all night, [ 


“Ul! T . red Heht wagel, and “uy ee shortly be te as Le fed it Rhagiealetp me. The dear boy ve it Neu bad : 
lo! Tommy, why, yer yer a Company (Ltd.) for ep ioania pring otf for a bit, until my nerves are stronger. 10Urs, ut cigars, these?" “No; 
up ‘at the mast faa . Cleanings, etc. lovingly, May.” 3 ~ Jem you?” Bue ears 


MR. PLOFFS’S BARGAIN. *,°* Mise Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her Jriends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIBNDS. 


th> 
1 SS 


(1) “A shilling and my old trousers for 2) Anon he returned with the garment. 3) At th ; 
the plant? Very well; give me change ‘You are sure it isa hardy annual?” “Sar- CA the moment et anaes 


for a eta and wait while 1 go and = tin, gov'nor; grows anywhere all the year he remembered he had placed th q 
take them off.” , round, and keeps bloomni foratwelvemonth.” for the corercigt in his old baggs 1" —— 


IT MIGHT HAVE SCARED HIM. HE HASN'T CALLED LATELY. 


Pee | W/ No. 448.—Miss EFrFiE STERN. 
ARN. “Say, darling, say that I may call thee mine!" 


: Guest. This is mall a seegulieni quid of Stilton, Mrs, De Smythe ; it’ “Wh et beheld —The Dook Saook. 

“T thought Lord Rollix was rather distant last ou should keep for your own use. I shouldn't bring as ace view ol _ 0 ever y eld such peerless benuty 2 sas 
night.” “Perhaps he's seen you without your ike this out for any old fool who may drop iu to see you I piece of cheese FP , —Lord Bod. 
make-up.” Hostess, No, 1 don't, as a rule ; but I made a cheng Ss tis ee, Tell me, my Muse, how 1 can ae son6g ty 
— . ‘ ° 


THE ELDER GETS JAMESMARMALADEY. 


/ 4 : - 
NZ 


1) It is to be regretted that the dear Elder has been (2) Pursuing hi ight and ay 
dvokinn of late, and has been giving the Laird “ fits.” das, up hill and down Gale. cout saeey a ater ghee Grek, insta Save oe iite's gecoket pet oe opti my 
, r 
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The -MiliGial «Months» 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Athletic legs has Mr. Flack, Which serve him eae A on the track :—A kiss that's bound to be the rage, The most artistic on the stage:—A motley set 

they are, it’s true, But very decent soldiers, too:—The Yankee youths to England come, To make affairs at Henley hum:—Both Yorks and Surrey have, so 


jar, Had little their success to mar :—The King of Corea, they say, His bill for trousers will not pay :—Rain comes at length, but sad to state, In many parts 
it's far too lae.——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE DEUCE OF A FIX. 


ON THE SAMPLE. 
“'Ullo! Billy, where ye going?” “To git father's 
beer.” “ Let's poo with 


“Great Expectations,” not from a Dickensonian 
point of view, 


ay j lunch, Our Artist. ( say, excuse my not taking my hat off, but I made a mistake this Bill (as his donah comes ont of the scoffing shop). 
surely Oh aries owt lr ar cere morning, aad eunyel my head, with “ Fixative ” instead of “ Bay Rum,” and I'm I ‘opes as ‘ow she's stooed eels, ‘cos the flaviur 
a fried dab ; all fish, you know.” bothered if | can move it now, goes proper wif kisses ; but if it’s tripe, ugh! Im orf! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—e 

Miss May Your was not particularly well advised in reviving 
at the Court, a work that never met with any marked degree of 
success, It really 
seems a pity that 
this clever and 
sprightly little 
lady should have 
gone to all the 
trouble and ex- 
pense of lavishly 
mounting a some- 
what stale attrac- 
tion, when the 
same expenditure 
might have been 
bestowed upon 
some new picce in 
which it would 
have been no difti- 
Y f cult task to have 
Y j found a character 


UY y to which Miss 


than she does to 
her present one. 
Truth to tell, her 
rendering of 
Denise, in Sram’. 
zelle Nitouche, isa 
sadly inartistic 
one; she fails totally to understand the character; and though 
this appears to detract but little from the enjoyment of the 
audience, it goes to prove our contention that Miss Yohé has been 
seen to greater advantage. es 

s 


THE Gin-Soaked Ruin has this day conferred the “Award of 
Merit” upon ABE GARRETT, because he's a champion chairman. 
“Feyther,” chortled the Cerulean-Orbed, gleefully, “ this is another 
case o' virtoo rewarded, Mr. G.’sa right down good sort ; he makes 
a Bap we prcreent of a smoking concert, and as the proprietor of 
the St. Mary’s Charterhouse Club and Institute, and the Copper's 
Arms, Golden Lane, Old Street, he’s widely known and respected. 
Of course, any mug can see that your little dodge is to try and get 
free drinks for a weck or——” But the Antiquated anticipated 
what was coming, and with a well-aimed paste-pot, nipped the 
insult in the bud. 8 

* 


Now is the time when the allurements of Father Thames prove 
irresistibly attractive to lovers of our silvery stream. It is now 
that boatloaas of 
loveliness and manly 
beauty dot the upper 
reaches of the river, 
when the waterside 
hotels charge five 
shillings for cold meat 
and pickles, and the 
steam: launch, with 
its rowdy crew of 
excursionists, strikes 
terror into the heart 
of the gentle angler 
and the lover of 
riparian solitude, It 
is now that the thea- 
trical understudy gets 
her long-wished-for 
chance, while the 
leading lady spends 
brief holiday upon 
her own, or someone 
else's, houseboat ; 
when courageous 
young gentlemen go 
“camping out” on 
wet banks and cold 
nights, and sow the 
seeds of deadly con- 
sumption or chronic 
rheumatism. In short, the river, season has now commenced. 


The Sloper Warrant has this day been presented to Charles 
Le-Page, of 6 Listerhills Road, Bradford. The appointment places 
Charlie in the enviable position of pen ib | Apparatus Maker 
tu A. SLOPER. It is really anew leaf in Page's life. 
s 

DURING the Seaside Season, A. SLOPER proposes bathing at 
least once a week. The Old 'Un, however, reserves to himself the 
right to alter the programme. = 


Yohé could do 
greater justice 
Yep 


A. SLOPER strongly recommends the application of a little 
olden syrup to bald heads on extra hot days, From experience 
e finds the flies rather like it. os 


THE sportive youth at the Crystal Palace, who the other day 
mistook Uncle Boftin’s lower chest for a punc ne machine, won't 
fall into the.same error again. Uncle just had his boots shile- 
you-raited, and that young man will now, in a bruised and tinted 
a: sleep with his forefathers a bit earlier than he reckoned 

or. es 
2 


THE Ancient toddled gaily into the South London the other 
night, and after an affectionate greeting with the courteous and 
popular Mr. Frank Egerton, to 
whose able management 80 
much of the hall's success is 
due, put himself behind a big 
cigar, and enjoyed what may be 
always found there—a first-rate 
programme. _ Rosie Coleman, 
the Two McNaughtons, 
Gwennie Hasto, Kate Carney, 
and Marie Kendall were among 
the talent, as well as the popular 
artiste, of whom we give an 
illustration—Alec Hurley. 
Every music-hall frequenter 
knows his tuneful coster ditty, 
baa f pint Whe scott ecg It is, 

rhaps, the jest air ever 
heard on the variety boards, 
and Alec, needless to say, is a 
great and welcome favourite. 


s 

THE Indian native, Ally 
Mahomet, who may be seen an 
day in the week in the grounds 
of the Earl’s Court Exhibition, 
is a third cousin on the off-side 
of the Eminent’s. Ally Ma- 
homet’s mother was a Mrs, 
Curry-Chutney, a rare scorcher 
in her time, and she emigrated 
to India some years since and 
married Mr. Mahomet, 
Taking ‘em all round, they're a warm lot. 


IT wasn't Mrs. Sioper who sang out at the match between Middle- 
sex ¢. Notts, “Good Lord's deliver us!” It was another old gal. 
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SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 

BIGNOR SLOPERINI 18 ANXIOUS THAT HIS PATRONS SHOULD 
KNOW THAT THE HOT WEATHER WILL IN NO WAY AFFECT 
THE CLASSKS, PINKTITE VILLA 18 NOW WELL SUPPLIED 
WITH REFRIGERATORS AND A SLIDING ROOF. 


No. 10.— Miss Dilly Wagner in the “Jester's March.” A 
charming movement g a truly modest and extra cuddle- 
able damsel. 


Ee 


A. SCENE FROM REAL LIFE. 

It happened at the western end of Piccadilly on a very recent 
afternoon. The sun had been baking the leg sean all day 
long, and the wooden road was parched dusty. Horses were 
piring, omnibuses were lumbering lazily along 

seemed leas 0) , save a little 
the gutter, who sat on the iron bench by the 


nose, and an 


there being a tem: lock in the traffic ahead, the gentleman 
threw away a cigar a quarter consumed, but which had gone 
out. It fell almost at the foot of the boy sitting on the iron bench, 
and he literally flung himeelf upon it. He picked it up, brushed 
off the dust of the road with great ten across 
the roads towards the smal] shops in Shepherds’ Market. 
“Bloomy!” he “it ain’t orften as I takes a weed wiv 


Baron Rorthschild, but I’m condescendin’ to to-day !’ 
He turned into a little chandlery shop; a surly old man in an 


apron stood behind the counter. 

“@Guv'nor,” said the boy, “ give usa light, will yer?” 

“We don't give things away here,” growled the old shop-keeper, 
“ matches is a ha-penny a box.” 

“Well, I've pot to ‘ave ‘em if they're a tanner a-piece,” said the 
young ‘un, enthusiastically, as he searched in his rag trousers, 


and eventually pulled out a copper coin. Helping himself to one 
of the stinking Swedish tandstickors, he ignited it by drawing it 
across his ragged “bags,” and applied the flame to the precious 


weed. 
sce Tele dass Gad chcndieeremth'nepe: Hit uno ealy heed anh 
smoke in e old c s ese, “if anybody should ax 
er, I'm puffing one of the pido my as the Baron offers to Albert 
dward now! Jest put the rest o' these matches on the side- 
counter there, an’ if any gennelman ever comes in wiv one o' Baron 
Rothschild’s smokes an’ wants a light, in future you tell him ns 
he's welkim to take one wiv me!” 
And, happier than ever any king was, he strutted out. 


— eee 


SAME THING! 

It’s really wonderful how expressions take after one another. 
Just before Whitsun we met a man—highly respectable, prosperous 
man, too—who had just had seventeen teeth drawn without taking 
“ gas” or any other anzsthetic to deaden the pain, and we thought 
we'd never seen anything like the expression he wore till we came 
across another fellow—younger, one to be happier, and certainly 
ia doing better—yesterday. e’d been all the afternoon in a 
protogrepher's glass-house getting his twin sons and their St. 

rnard pup “taken” to send to their oofy Grandpa on his 
seventieth birthday ! 


SHARP WORK. 


“Snakes, old man, you look awfully chirpy; have you had a 
legacy left you?” - 

“ Yes, cockie; and better than that. I’ve blown the whole 
bally lot!” , 
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KATE’'S CONUNDRUM. 


REMARKED my wife (who's aye, with queer 
Conundrums, of my brain a worrier) : 

“1 want you to describe, my dear, 
The novelty of the Daily Courier 

In two words—two words which are 
(It seems a strange asseveration) 

Both spelt alike, yet different far 
In meaning and pronunciation |” 


“You're dreaming, Kate!” I curtly cried, 
It’s surely an impossibility !"’ 
“Nay, I have done it,” she replied, 
“ And so may you, with great facility.” 
Whereon (because | loathe to fall 
Afoul of Kate's fond, foolish fancies 
Through lexicons both large and smal 
I led myself no end of dances ! 


Till three long days and nights were past, 

I wildly, witlessly, and wearily 
My brain-pan racked. And then at last 

y_ wife, compassionating cheerily 

That brain-pan’s denseness, said with glee 

(1 owned perforce her statement’s truenes:) ; 
“The Courier's novelty may be 

Described, my dear, a8 NEWNEs's NEwNess'" 


——§o—————— 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
CONDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy. 


ETIQUETTE.—You cannot very well tell your friend that yoy 
burnt your hand while cooking, it does not sound comme if fayt 
Write and say that you have met with an accident while bicslin., 
that is quite fashionable int now. Thank you 80 much {.; 
recommending us to the Y.W.C.A. They ought to be able ty 
appreciate the efforts which we are making in their direction, 

NEw W.—It does seem ult at first, but it comes easy enough 
after a while. I find that the elastic ones are the most comfort. 
able. First button them on behind and then carefully pull then, 
over each shoulder, making sure that they don't get twisted, 
stoop a little while you up the—er—your—the things, and 
you will find no trouble in buttoning them on all right. 

ANx1008s ONE.—It certainly is customary for the man to bus the 
marriage licence, but if, as you say, he seems nervous ai 
alarmed and talks about South Africa, it would, undoubtedly, be 
advisable for you to go with him and not to let him out of sour 
sight. tors’ ms is the place—somewhere near st, 
Paul's Churchyard. Shall be delighted if you will. Always was 
fond of wedding-cake. A large Duce, of course. 

A MERE MAN writes seeking my assistance to find him a wife, 
He wants a woman young and Beautiful, who doesn't gossip. and 
will never answer him back; won't ever grumble, find fault or 
complain, and will not talk to him when he wants to read th: 
paper. I think “ A Mere Man” had better apply to the Matron 
of the Royal Albert Deaf and Dumb Asylum. 

SWEETNEss.—Pot Pourri is made of different flowers, spices, etc, 
according to taste. The following will be found a very agrecab! 
mixture: Obtain a basin, and cover the bottom with a layer «/ 
finely-shredded onions, which should be sprinkled with salt,theu 
a layer of eage-leaves, which dust with pepper, keep on with 
alternate layers until the basin is full, when it should be putiua 
warm place, and the odour will be found most appetizing. 


— eee 


THAT'S THE WORST OF THE 125. 


7 
the 


Slups (who haa been dining, mecta his neighbour | geina hy 


last train), Pull y’shelf t’gether, Kopps, ole man, Ill shee set 


(hic) kome all ri! (hic) ! 
(Extreme satisfaction of Mr, Kopps, 
exemplary character, 


acho is a nest 


i 


CHEERLESS CHAPPIES. 


[A Bill is about to be introduced into the House for the shortevins of 
the work-hours of Barmaids.] 


How dense some philan- 


thropists are ray OTICE 
How selfish are come Great Ocotl- Hew! ai nens 
of their schemes ; LCAVE CARLY 


Note this, re the Belles 
re the cn Ps 
nd certain beneficent 
dreams. ~% 
Their game is to shorten 
the hours 
That Barmaids in 
taverns now toil ; 
But have they considered 
such pow'rs 
Will the re of one 
class (nt least) spoil? 
For the Barmaid the plan 
may be happy, 
But what's to become of 
the Chappie? 


His Blitherness comfort 
how draws 
In mashing, with 
phrases sublime ; ‘« 
At each barmaid he “ Whats!" and Haw-haws, 
Right on till the chucker cries “ Time! 
If Barmaids aren't longer allowed 
To slave until midnight draws near, 
Bar-loungers with grief will be bowed, 
And all through this measure severe. __,, 
When this cruel Bill comes on the “ Tappy 
O, let us all cheer up the Chappie! 


Saturday, June 20, 1896.) 


CHUCKS. 
(A ROMANCE OF THE Ralt.) 


CHAPTER XI. 

Cnvucks went home a [sig and happy man on the night on 
hich he had dealt with the Smagg luggage. He felt no qualms 
f conscience in regard to the fell deed he had committed on the 
smagg packages. Packages were not sentient things—they 
ight he perfectly innocent of offence to Chucks, but they repre- 
ted Smagg. and Smagg owned the Sprotchley. Chucks did 


Annie Maria. Annie Maria had 
it used to being kissed by Chucks of late, and made no objection. 
hen Chucks toasted his toes and thought of wedded bliss with 
nnie Maria. 

When Anme Maria returned to carry off the tea things, Chucks 
sually remarked : 

~ Aonie Maria Morkins, I think it would not be a bad idea for 
0 to gy married.” 

Annie Maria flushed suddenly, let fall a teacup, and _eaid “ Oh!" 
“Yes. Annie Maria; but don't break the dishes about it. Do 
u think tne other party would have the same opinion?" 

“f don't know, [am sure; 1 don’t know the other party,” said 
nnie Maria, dubiously. 

“Qh! yes, you do,” said Chucks, confidently. “You are the 
her party.” 

S an I," said Annie Maria, bashfully. 

* Yes, you're her. | What do you say 2” said Chucks, ‘“ How do 
u like the name of Chucks?’ 
“It is a nice name.” 

“Will you have it?” said Chucks, 
“| will,” said Annie Maria 

And so that business was settled. 


* ° * * ° e 
Smagg was not cheerful. With Smagg all was quite the other 
av about. First his biggage had been grievously outraged, and 

had got no consolation on an appeal to the stationmaster. That 
hicinl had been polite. He had calmly listened to Mr. Smagg’s 
rcount of the manner in which his packages had been maltreated, 
it at the close of the narrative he was merely sympathetically 
‘licial, He was sorry that the accident had happened—very 
pry, but at busy times such things could not be helped. Pas- 
hyers must take care that their goods were properly packed, and 
© cases strong and secure, and then Mr. Smarg was bowed out to 
» his cursing in the outer air, while the stationmaster retired to 
ix room to write a strong recommendation to the general manager 
at Chucks should be speedily promoted as a most active and 
wergetic and deserving railway servant. 
And Smagg hied him home for comfort and consolation, but 
ither comfort nor consolation did he find there. He only found 
ts, Smmagg’s male cousin. Mr. Smagg had not been expected, 
erefore the supper for two, which Mrs. Smagg and the male 
usin were devouring when Smagg arrived, was not enough for 
re, Smagg nad therefore to wait while another chop was 
stily done, and the wait did not add to the mitigated cheerful- 
+3 of Smagg. 
For the presence of that cousin was as 
migg. Smagg had met him several times 
ut like him, Hecalled frequently since Mr. and Mrs. Smagg had 
en married. He found Smagz’s whisky to his taste, and though 
remarked that he had smoked better cigars than those kept by 
mage etill he graciously condescended to smoke them. He had 
-. borrowed some money from Smagg; had gone off with his 
-t umbrella and a pair of snow-shoes one wet night and never 
ight them back ; and had taken many other cousinly liberties, 
Mr. Smagg ate his aa off a cold plate, which froze the gravy. 
i was not talkative. [t was supposed he was tired, and the 
usins refrained from disturbing him. They talked to each other 
‘left Mr. P. A, Smagg abundant leisure to curse male cousins 
i railway baggage smashers, 
(To be continued next week.) 

—EEEE 


SOUR GRAPES. 


11 and bitterness to 
fore. and Smagg did 


Juhnnie, Far too fast for me! 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HMNOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


—f—- 


Museum oF Curiosities, WHITE aera Vicar Laxe, 
é ‘ i. LEEDS, June Sth, 1896, 

EAR SIR,—' “ Award of Merit” you have kindly besto 
upon me is to hand, for which please accept my warmaa pred 
1 am now one of the proudest men in Yorkshire, and [ shall do my 
best to retain it in my fami ee ®& most pleasant memento. Trust- 
ing Tootsie, family, and self ure in good health.—I am, dear sir, 
yours sincerely, R. TOWNSEND. 

i costeennanniis- tenement 


' PROMPT! 

“ ANYTHING in the world that my darling could wish. Estelle— 
I would cheerfully, willingly die for you! od 

It is hardly necessary to waste ink and space in a description of 
the young man who said these words, the girl he said them to, or 
the circumstances under which they were said. You're all familiar 
enough with such scenes, And yet there was one thing that lifted 
this couple out of the common run of loving noodles: the girl had 

wn positively sick of all this meanmgtess devotion. She had 

ig since come to the conclusion that Adolphus was a windbag, 
that so long as she'd let him court her he wouldn't trouble about 
incurring the awful expense of matrimony ; that it was time to 
give him the mitten, 

“ You would?” she asked. 

“ Willingly—gladly,” he responded. 

“Right! Then from this moment henceforth you are to all 
intents and purposes dead—dead and stiff as Canterbury—(New 
Zealand)—spring lamb at two d the Ib.! I will touch the bell for 
Mary Aan, who will pop round to the undertaker's and order you 
a pasa a in, homely funeral. Rest in peace, No flowers, by 


And with a kindly but irrevoceble farewell wave of the hand 
she swept out of the room. 


——— ee 


TROUBLE FOR BABY. 


ea 


Young Wife. Oh Edward, do come in, I'm se—o—o frightened ; 
we can't find your dress studs anyirhere. Dv you think baby 
could have swallowed them ! 

Jlusband, Great Scott, you don't say—, it will be deuced 
allied if he has, deuced awkward! I must wear them to- 
nig 


Se EEE Sone 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS UF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTUR KIGHTRFAN. 

hair was sum wun breakin intu the plaice! 

Foar a fu minnits, deer reedur, i sect up in mi bedd parrerlised 
with horer. Every drop of mi blud frose in mi vanes, mi hart 
stud stil, and mi hole boddy seamed terned tu stone. Hear i wos, 
a young and unprotecktid madun, aloan in a grate sollyterry 
house, with oanly a fraygyle doar tu keap me from the bluddy 
ruffyuns whu wos p'r'aps pinin foar mi goar. 

1t wos a friteful predickymint, but as sune as the furst terryfying 
efecks of the shok had parsed awai, and i began tu rekuver mi 
presunce of mynd, mi thorts natchrally flu to sum meens of savin 
miself. 1 knu tu wel that it wos no good skreemin, thair wos no 
houses neer, and mi krise wood bring the miskry unts at wunce tu 
mi rume. Nither wos it enny good kovering up mi hed with the 
bedd klose, and shuttin out the sounds wich stil broke on mi 
terryfyde ears. Wile i wos sufferkatin beneeth the sheats the 
despyraydoze kood brake down the doar, seeze mi unrycistin form, 
and sla me at thair lesyer. ; 

Evun wile theese thorts wos fiashin thru mi brane, i kood stil 
heer the brakin of glarse and the russeling in the srubs, wich told 
me that the bergerlers wos havin sum difiykulty in effecktin thair 
entree. All at wunce mi kurridge and presents of mynd seamed 
to kum bak tu me with a rush, and the thort of how i mite 
posserbli saive miself and p'r'aps mi marster’s propperty okured 
tu me like a insperashun. 

Springin out of bedd i sorftli opuned the doar, and kreapin 
quickli down the korrider, i seesed the gun wot marster orlwais 
kept in a litul rume korid the studi, but wair no wun nevir did no 
studdyin that i ever sce. Thair wos sum kartridges in a droar,and 
i put in tu, the yung boi wot kleans the butes, ancitra, ‘avin tort 
me how tu loc the weppun in a hidul momunt. This dun i hasuns 
bak tu mi rume and gentli opuns the winder, and finds the berglers 
wos stil strugglin tu git in. Thair wos no mune nor starts, and 
the nite wos dark and kloudy, but peerin ankshusli thru the glume 
j kood indistincklie maik out the form of wun of the krimmynuls 
—a grate, burly ruffyun, whu seamed tu be pushin about furiousli 
in the bushis, not karin ‘ow mutch noyse he maid. Of a suddin 
the startlin ideir okurd tu me that p'r'aps tha had orlreddy broke 
in befoar i woke upp, and that tha wos now makin thair eskaip, 
stagerin under the wait of the sporle, The thort drove me tu 
madnis and bracid me tu a desperait heffut. Puttin the barrils of 
mi gun out of the winder i tuk ame at the burly forme i sor 
beneath me, and shuttin my i's tite, i puled boath trigers at wance, 
Thair wos a friteful fekepicaken, and sumthing seamed to stryke 
me with furyus forse in the chest, and uterin wun long and pearcin 
skreem i fel bakwerds intu the rume and faintid ded awai. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

CRICKET Note.— Geography Teacher, In what county is Shrews- 
inpes rr (amazed at being asked such an casy one). Notte, 
sir; Notts 

NLOPER'S back garden in Battersea has reared more phluz than 
ever Norvall'’s father fed on the Grampian hills. 

DISTINGUISH between a boy who is mad to join the East Coast 
fokermen and a confirmed drunkard.—“ Dipsea"-maniac : dipso- 
jmaniac. 


lyy 


AT THE WAKE. 


The Widdy Me Garagle. Did he doie happy, Mrs. O’'Gobbs ? 
Mrs, O' Gobbs, Begorra he did thot. Fwhy, whin his fayther sed 
he'd sint for the praste, he chucked the pottheen at him, and it hit 
the thafe ava Saxin square on the jaw, an’ Poor Pat, begorra, ho 
just doied av’ laughin’, 
— 


THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH. 

“T wisn, Alfrida,” insinuated Mr, Newman, gently, as he poured 
his wife out a second cup of tea, “1 wish, Alfrida, you would spare 
me a few moments this morning, I have such a lot of things I 
want to eay to you before you go to the office.” 

His wife looked up sharply from the Sporteman, in which she 
had been studying the latest quotations on the Hunt Cup, and cast 
an inquiring look across at her spouse. 

“I do hope, my love.” she said, rather testily, “that you're not 
going to worry me about housekeeping matters just now; I'm 


really too busy to be nares with them at present. I gave you 
ue only 

with that. 
prettily. “How hasty he are, you silly 
» 1 want to talk. 


our — th’s ch 

ve paid up every 

Mr. Newman t 
old dear,” he said; “it isn't about bills at al 
cc 

on't, 

tell me you've had 
another row with the 
girl,” cried his wife. 

“Oh! no, it’s not 
at,” was the answer, 
“ although she's dread- 
fully impertinent. I 
shall have to give her 
notice. Only yester- 
day when I told her 
to wash baby—but I'm 
voing away from what 
I wanted to say.” 

“Say it, then, for 
LV isegers sake,” thun- 

ered the now exas- 


a week ago, and you really ought to 


perated Soe 
suppose it’s the same 
old talk about new 
clothes, not a thing to your back, and all that?) Your wretched 
extravagance will ruin me. And look here, William, [ do wish 
you would keep a box of matches somewhere about the place. 
very time I want to smoke I have to search half over the house 
for some, 

The tears began to well up into Mr. Newman's eyes. “I—I'm 
eure I'm very sorry, Alfrida,” he said, in a sob-choked voice, “I do 
try to please you, but you—you're too cruel for anything, and 
1—I—"" Here he broke down utteriy and burst intoa tlood of tears, 

His wife pitched away her cigarette and, bending over him, laid 
her hand firmly but kindly on his shoulder. “ There, there, my 
pet,” she said. soothingly, “you mustn‘t cry ; you'll only upset 
yourself, you know, You must forgive me speaking harshly, but 
T've been bothered about business a good deal lately, and these 
little domestic worries annoy me. Now what is it you want to 


True man that he was, the weeping fellow saw ana grasped his 
opportunity. “You may kiss me, Alfrida,” he said, turning upa 
smiling, but tear-dewed, face to hers, “and—and—anid it’sabout our 
going to the seaside I want to consult you. I've been feeling very 
queer lately, and both Cissie and Tommie want a change badly, 

wor little dears. I thought as apartments are cheaper at the 

puinning of the season, we might go down, say, in a week's time, 

and you could arrange to come down from Saturday to Monday, 
and join us for a week later on.” 

Aud Mrs, Newman groaned inwardly as she 
kiss upon her husband's cheek. That annual 
question, had once more come to haunt her, 


——~9-—_— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 
No. 17.—TALL Hat, CHURCHWARDEN AND TUMBLER WITH 
CRUSHER, PRESENTED BY PRESIDENT KRUGER, 


ressed a hurried 
gie, the seaside 


The Eminent thinks that he cannot do better, than to give 
a copy of the letter that accompanied these interesting Kelics : 
“My dear SLOPER, ] send you herewith, these articles for vour 
renowned museum. My late go-to-meeting hat, which in its prime 
was the admiration of all in Pretoria, for its classic beauty and the 
fine quality of its beaver; my superannuated churchwarden (un- 
fortunately stopped up), and my tumbler and crusnher—l_ have 
no further use for the last-named, as I now drink from the bottle 
direct and for two reasons. The first, in order to emulate a man 
whom I admire for his spooting talents, likewise his straight- 
forward, outspoken over-the-left qualities. Need I say that I 
allude to your noble self 2. The second reason, to show your friend 
Chamberlain, and the British nation, that I am positively baby- 
like in my actions. May I ask as a favour, that you will place 
these Relics in a prominent place, and puta label on them stating 
that they are a free gift?) This will tend to prove to you all 
in England, and Westminster in particular, my free, open-handed, 
generous dealings, and also that I had no desire to sel: them. 
Thine for ever, KRUGER.” 

(To be continued.) 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 434.—Proressor A. F. Jonns, F.OS. 

* Our artist has very fittingly portrayed the 
individual whose Fi ee this week graces 
our gallery as the Hindoo deity Vishnu, a god 
whore speciality lies in his innumerable hands, 
and his supposed capability of doing anything. 
Our hero’s chief performance is pure sleight- 
of-hand, but conjuring, skating, vocal mim- 
icry, comic singing, musical interludes, negro 
specialities, recitations and mesmerism, swell 
his répertoire,and he isalso known asa crack 
ritle shot, and a first rate athlete. Chiefly 
because he's an all round wonder, he was 
created F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him January 23rd, 1893.” 
—Debrett Improved, 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
No. 17.—Larp1 Lonesox. 


“That man says he was once thirty 


AGED 5.— Miss Lardi 


Loi x was born in the 
Lghaeraceronsl mg aeoeal AGED 15.—Subsequently 
Victoria Theatre, previous she was fortunate enough 
to which he played ele- ied soapal er ca pe 
hante’ legs and waves. in ~“ oO! é ri peg a 
Free mans was for many Here it'was that A. SL0- 
PER, Esq.. ever on the 


ears leading lady at the 
Nowe Saloon. rdi at 
five figured as a flower in 
a transformation scene. 


look-out for talent for the 

« Frivolity,” first saw her, 

and advised the manager 

bed that theatre to secure 
er. 


Present Day. — There is a certain 
amount of jealousy existing between 
Miss Longsox and Miss Tootsie Sloper, 
but that is only natural, of course ; for 
were it otherwise, where would human 
nature be? A. SLOPER, Esq., takes a 
fatherly interest in this beautiful and 
talented girl. The above is from a photo 
by Plush, of Bond Street. 


AGED 10.—Five years 
later we find her filling her 
respected father’s réle of 


populace in the t y of AcEp 20. — She was 


promptly en, ged, and 


‘irginius at the Green- 
wich Theatre. He thought has remained to grace those boards. This was a 
of training her for tragedy, memorable year for her, for in the Christmas pan- 


tomime she received her first one-line part ; but, unfor- 
tunately, she had to speak it on the opening night 
the famous “ erirouty Fe ‘as H.R.H. was entering the Royal box, and the 
the idea was abandone joyal cheers drowned it. 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & CO., at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, 


but fortunately for the 
aristocratic frequenters of 


3a : 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
A THIRST UNQUENCHABLE. 


(Saturday, dune 20, 1696, 
TO MEMORY DEAR, 


days in an open boat without a drink.” “Does he? Well, 
he looks as if he'd quite made up for it since.” 


A WALLFLOWER. 


“They 2an’t muzzle me.” 


HEARUL IN THE STREET. 


“ Alone, Unto Melancholy, 
low.” 


“WALK THIS WAY.” 


Ruttons, Why, my Guv'nor’s business is awfil 
risky. He could easily poison people if he wasnt 
careful. ‘ 

Butcher's Boy, So could mine, Your Guv nor 
makes sausages, too, don’t ‘e? 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 


One of the sweetest girls he ever met, and * 
original, too. The greater part of the mornins 
she was in the sea, hunting for shrimps 1" 
winkler for Bob's tea, At least, that's what 
she said. 


There is a shopwalker at Rhyl, 
Whose voice is a nightinguale's trill, 
His ensemb!/e is fine, 
- His whiskers divine, 
And his smile is a boon to the till. 


N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, £.0.—Saturday, June 20, 1896. 


